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    To the breath of ancient Tamil NaduTo the mythmakers, poets, and storytellers who kindled these fires long before us.To the timeless voices of folklore, temple shadows, and forgotten heroes,whose legends and lingering whispers gave life to this tale.

May the echoes of our ancestors' stories never fade,and may every reader be drawn into the wonders, mysteries, and eternal heartbeatsof Tamil mythology.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Every myth is a forgotten history.Every curse, a promise waiting to be kept in blood".

 

"The oldest blood remembers the deepest thirst".
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PEYSABAM : The Vampire's Curse


Chapter One: The Blood Awakens


5th Century CE, Tamil Nadu
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The wind howled through the Western Ghats, a mournful cry that clawed at the ancient stones of the Chola temple. Shrouded in a chilling fog, the jungle pressed in, its gnarled trees twisting like skeletal fingers in the thin moonlight. The temple, etched with the stories of gods and demons, was no sanctuary tonight. It was a stage for a ritual that would curdle the blood of history.

Inside, the air was thick with the scent of burning herbs and jasmine, a fragrant shroud failing to mask the metallic tang of fear. Oil lamps sputtered, their light casting frantic, dancing shadows upon carvings of deities locked in eternal combat with spectral foes. At the sanctum's heart, atop a black granite pedestal, pulsed the Bloodstone. It was no mere gem but a living heart of crimson light, seeming to beat in rhythm with the desperate chants of the robed priests encircling it.

"He comes," a young priest stammered, his eyes wide with terror.

The head priest, his face a mask of grim resolve, did not break his chant. His voice, though strained, was a desperate anchor in the rising storm of dread. "Hold fast. The goddess Kotravai demands our courage. The seal must not be broken."

His words were shattered by a deafening crash. The temple's immense stone doors, which had stood for centuries, exploded inward, sending shards of granite flying. Through the dust and splintered wood strode Velan, warlord of the southern Chola frontier. His blackened iron armor was streaked with the fresh blood of the temple guards, and his eyes, burning with ruthless ambition, were fixed on the Bloodstone.

"Your prayers are wasted, old man," Velan sneered, his voice a low growl that vibrated through the sacred space. He stepped over the groaning body of a guard, his smirk a slash of contempt. "The stone's power belongs to the strong."

"You trespass on consecrated ground," the head priest warned, his voice rising above the terrified whimpers of his acolytes. "To touch the stone is to invite a damnation from which not even gods can save you."

"I make my own fate," Velan retorted.

He shoved the priests aside and reached for the Bloodstone. The moment his fingers closed around its unnaturally warm surface, the chanting died. Silence, heavy and absolute, fell upon the sanctum. Then, a new sound began a faint, dry whisper that seemed to emanate from the very walls. It grew, multiplying into the tormented screams of a thousand souls.

The carvings on the walls began to weep blood. From the pooling shadows, figures emerged fluid and nightmarish. They were the Pey, the ancient battlefield spirits, their forms humanoid but indistinct, like smoke given solid, horrifying shape. Their eyes glowed with malevolent red light, and their claws, sharp as obsidian, glinted as they descended upon Velan's soldiers. The warriors' screams were brutally short, silenced as they were dragged into the writhing darkness.

Velan cried out, not in fear, but in agony. He dropped the Bloodstone as black veins erupted across his skin, snaking up his neck and across his face. He clawed at his head as a voice, ancient and terrible, thundered not in the room, but inside his mind.

YOU SOUGHT POWER. NOW YOU SHALL BE ITS VESSEL. YOU ARE CURSED. YOU ARE PEYMAKILIR, DRINKER OF BLOOD, SLAVE TO AN ETERNAL THIRST.

His scream tore through the night, no longer human. It was the shriek of something monstrous being born. His body convulsed, bones snapping and reshaping under his skin as his humanity was violently stripped away, leaving behind a creature of legend, forever bound to the curse he had unleashed.

––––––––
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Present Day - Madurai Archaeological Site

THE SUN SCORCHED THE red earth of Madurai’s outskirts, where tarpaulins flapped in a dry wind. Archaeologists worked with reverence, brushing away centuries from ancient stones. Dr. Aishwarya Rajan, a woman in her late thirties, knelt beside a half-buried chest, her hands deft and practiced. Her breath caught as she uncovered Tamil symbols from the Chola dynasty, their elegance untouched by time.

With trembling fingers, she pried open the chest, revealing a brittle manuscript, its edges charred yet miraculously intact. Beneath it lay a sketch of a crimson gem, pulsing like a heart. “The Peymakilir... bound by the Bloodstone... Karikalan’s curse,” she whispered, her mind racing.

A worker nearby stepped back, his face drained of color. He clutched a talisman, muttering, “Madam, this is no artifact. This is a warning.”

Aishwarya frowned. “What do you mean?”

“They say those who awaken the stone don’t live to tell the tale,” he said, his voice quaking.

A sudden gust swirled dust around them, carrying whispers faint, eerie voices that seemed to call her name. “Just the wind,” Aishwarya told herself, though a chill snaked down her spine. She secured the manuscript in her satchel, her resolve hardening.

Chennai University - Night

RAIN PATTERED AGAINST the window of Aishwarya’s cluttered office, where candles flickered beside her laptop, casting shadows over ancient maps. She pored over the manuscript, decoding its secrets line by line, the Bloodstone’s mystery consuming her.

The door creaked, and Arjun Subramaniam entered, balancing two steaming coffees. A historian in his thirties, Arjun’s skepticism was tempered by a sharp intellect. “Still chasing ghosts?” he teased.

“Not ghosts. Cursed warriors,” Aishwarya replied, handing him the Bloodstone sketch.

Arjun’s brow furrowed. “A vampire?”

“Peymakilir,” she corrected. “Part ‘Pey’ evil spirit and ‘makilir’ those who remain.”

“You’re not seriously going after this...” Arjun said, though her determination silenced his doubt.

She unfurled a map. “I traced the stone to a pre-Chola temple in the Western Ghats.”

Arjun sighed. “Another ‘myth-meets-fact’ adventure?”

“Jeep’s ready,” she said, packing her satchel.

The overhead light flickered, then again. A whisper slithered through the air: “Aishwarya...” They froze, eyes locked.

“Circuit issue?” Arjun ventured, his voice tight.

“Old wiring,” Aishwarya said, unconvinced.

The jeep jolted along a dirt path, the jungle closing in. Aishwarya clutched her satchel, anticipation mingling with dread. Arjun scanned the horizon, regret flickering in his eyes. Karthik, their guide, drove silently, his amulet glinting.

“This forest speaks,” Karthik said, breaking the silence. “My grandfather called it the mouth of the old gods.”

“Peymakilir?” Arjun quipped.

Karthik’s grip tightened. “Don’t say their name.”

They passed totems animal skulls, dried herbs, bloodstains marking the jungle’s edge. The air grew heavy, oppressive. “Tribes avoid this place after sunset,” Karthik warned. “Things move here... wearing skin but not men.”

Fog thickened as they reached an overgrown path, its unnatural density pressing against them.

Hidden Temple - Night

THE TEMPLE LOOMED, carved into cliffs, its vines and decay whispering of forgotten rites. The air reeked of damp stone, incense, and something metallic blood. Flashlights pierced the darkness, revealing walls etched with violent scenes: warriors battling spectral beings, blood rituals, a figure wielding a pulsing gem.

“That’s Velan,” Aishwarya whispered, “the one who stole the Bloodstone.”

At the altar, she uncovered a decayed cloth, revealing the Bloodstone. It pulsed, quickening like a heartbeat. Whispers flooded the air, urgent and menacing.

“Bad idea ” Arjun started, but a crack at the entrance cut him off.

Karthik screamed, his flashlight spinning wildly. “Karthik!” Aishwarya shouted, but shadows surged across the walls Peymakilir, slender, red-eyed, moving like smoke.

One slashed Arjun’s chest, blood blooming through his shirt. Aishwarya raised the Bloodstone, its crimson light blazing. The creatures hissed, recoiling, then vanished into the dark.

“We have to go,” Arjun gasped.

They fled, the whispers fading behind them.

Nilgiri Mountains - Hidden Cavern

IN A TOMB LOST TO TIME, Velan stirred, his chainmail-clad body stone-like. The Bloodstone’s awakening roused him. His eyes snapped open, red and wrathful. “The blood awakens... and so do I.”

Peymakilir materialized, bowing. “Find the stone. Slaughter its keepers,” Velan commanded, his voice a dark promise.

Western Ghats - Dawn

AISHWARYA AND ARJUN collapsed beside the jeep, breathless. “Vampire hit list?” Arjun panted, half-joking.

“Not vampires. Worse,” Aishwarya said, scanning the manuscript. A line glowed: “The blood of Karikalan shall bind the stone again.”

“What if it’s one of us?” Arjun mused.

Her phone buzzed with a voicemail from Arun. “Aishwarya! The shadows they’re real! The Bloodstone it’s not what you think!” A scream ended the message.

“Arun’s in Chennai,” Aishwarya said, pale. “He knows something.”

“Let’s go,” Arjun urged.

They glanced back at the jungle, where a shadow stirred.

On the Road to Chennai

THE JEEP SPED TOWARD Chennai, dawn casting long shadows. Aishwarya gripped the wheel, her mind churning. Arjun pressed a bandage to his wound. “That was close,” he said.

“I thought they were legends,” Aishwarya admitted.

“Legends get real when you dig too deep,” Arjun replied.

“You don’t have to come,” she offered.

“I’m not letting you face this alone,” he said firmly.

They planned to find Arun, hoping his cryptic message held answers. Chennai’s skyline emerged, a clash of modern and ancient, mirroring their struggle.

Arun’s Apartment

ARUN’S APARTMENT DOOR hung ajar, silent. “Arun?” Aishwarya called, stepping inside. The room was chaos books strewn, furniture upended, a blood-drawn symbol on the floor.

“What happened?” Arjun muttered.

In Arun’s study, his laptop displayed a document: “The Truth About the Bloodstone.” Aishwarya read, “The Bloodstone is a key to ancient power. The Peymakilir are bound to it, but there’s a prophecy about Karikalan’s blood.”

“Karikalan, the Chola king?” Arjun asked.

“Yes,” she confirmed. “His blood bound the stone.”

A noise startled them. A Peymakilir emerged, eyes glowing. Aishwarya raised the Bloodstone, its light repelling the creature. They fled, barely escaping.

Connemara Library

AT THE CONNEMARA LIBRARY, Aishwarya found “Chronicles of the Chola Kings.” A passage read, “Karikalan wielded the Bloodstone to protect his kingdom. Only his blood can control it.” Another noted, “The blood of Karikalan shall bind the stone again, under a full moon and aligned stars.”

Her phone rang. “Aishwarya, it’s Arun,” a weak voice said. “A descendant of Karikalan lives Professor Srinivasan at the university. Find him before they do.” The call ended.

“We need Srinivasan,” Aishwarya said.

Professor Srinivasan’s Office

PROFESSOR SRINIVASAN, surrounded by artifacts, confirmed, “I am Karikalan’s descendant. The ritual to bind the Bloodstone requires a full moon and a celestial alignment tonight, at the Western Ghats temple.”
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